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You Dont Know What Hs Like 


Author's Notes: 
Basically this fic could have been part of the "Grant Your Own Wish" challenge-if | had finished it in time.. 


The prompt was "Glenn Tipton/KK Downing: basically anything’. 


To a great extent, this story was inspired by KK Downing's autobiography. I've been a fan of Judas Priest for 
many years, but | never took notice of this pairing until | read the book 


The story takes place in 198l. 


KK Downing knew that a neutral observer would probably tell him not to make a fuss about it, but he couldn't 
help it. 


Maybe it had to do with his miserable childhood that he always had to analyze his position in a group. 


Time and time again, there were situations where he felt left out and ignored. Although there was never any 


open animosity, he had this subtle but nagging feeling that their guitarist Glenn Tipton and their singer Rob 
Halford had a much better and closer relationship with each other than he had with either of them. 


Of course, he scolded himself, it was ridiculous: the band was on a roll, they were knocking out brilliant new 
ideas for songs just like that, and he had contributed a lot to this success. Just like in any other band, 
compromises had to be made. But he couldn't shake the feeling that there was something going on behind his 
back, although he couldn't put his finger on it. 


On stage, KK often had the impression that Rob spent a lot more time on Glenn's side, but was that true? Rob 
was an excellent frontman, roaming the entire stage and seemingly addressing every single person in the 
audience. He interacted with both of his guitarists, posed and gestured to emphasize their solo parts. But of 
course Glenn was the one who sang most of the backing vocals, and every time Rob let Glenn sing them into 
his own microphone, holding his arm around him while doing so, KK felt the envy rise up inside of him. He was 


number three on the winner's podium, and he hated it. 


The way Glem looked at Rob bugged him to no end sometimes. Sure, Glenn always seemed to have sultry 


bedroom eyes, but wasn't there something else than just his trademark gaze in these moments? 


Rob had never kept his homosexuality secret from his bandmates, although surprisingly their audience seemed 
oblivious to it. But KK had never seen Glenn with a man. It would have been easy to overlook one among all the 


women, but KK was sure he would have noticed, given how close they had to live together on the road. 


The rockstar game had reached full swing for them in the last couple of years. Female fans weren't reluctant 
to demonstrate their admiration physically after they'd reached a certain status. And the concept of 


monogamy faded when an entire ocean lay between you and your girlfriend back home in England. 
KK shook his head. Glenn was as straight as Rob was gay. But why did they have such a strong connection? 


Were they conspiring against him? That was his worst fear. The band was his world, their music his passion 


Were they planning to push him out of the band? 


They were holed up in a studio on the sunny Spanish island of Ibiza to record their next album. In general, it 
was something that KK enjoyed almost as much as playing live. Creating, developing, arranging and refining new 
music was the main reason why he wanted to be in a band in the first place. But this time, not a day passed 
without him noticing how they talked to each other in whispers, smiled and looked at each other secretively. 


It had reached a point where he observed every move they made with critical scrutiny, and an inexplicable but 


torturous anger kept building up inside him. He knew it was sort of childish, but it was like a recurring itch he 
just had to scratch. 


Rob and Glenn had driven to the nearest town to restock their beverage supplies, and instinctively KK had 


made a rough estimate how long it would take them to get there, shop and drive back The amount of time he 
had calculated was already exceeded by far when they showed up at the studio. Their typical mischievous 
grins raised his hackles. Even more so when his sulking eyes met Glenn's and he was rewarded with an amused 
wink. 

They spent the rest of the day working on a new song, and KK tried hard to focus on the music, but he knew 
he wasn't his usual cheerful self. After everyone else had left for dinner, the two guitarists were alone in the 
room. 

"What's eating ya, Kenny?" Glenn addressed his younger bandmate out of the blue. 

"What do you mean?" Out of habit, KK immediately got defensive. 

"Something's bugging you. Don't deny it! It's pretty unlike you to keep things to yourself.” 

"| don't have a clue what you're talking about." 

Glenn sighed and rolled his eyes. 


"Okay, if that is so.." 


That was it. KK snorted and put his guitar on its stand. No, he couldn't hold back any longer. "Goddamn it, Glenn! 
What is it with you and Rob? Do you have a problem with me? Then say it!" 


"Oops, there's the rub. Someone's jealous.” 


“Jealous? What the fuck? | just don't like it when people plot against me behind my back and believe | don't 
notice it! That's alll" 


Glenn slumped back in a big leather chair in front of the giant sound engineer's desk 
"God, thats what you're thinking?" he asked in a surprised tone. 


"Well, it's pretty obvious with all your secret whispering and your little getaways, isn't it?" KK hated sounding 
like a sulky child, but it was also a relief to let out what he'd been brooding over for so long. 


"Okay, listen. You don't have to worry about your position in the band. Its got nothing to do with you at all. | 
enjoy working with you, always have! But if you suspect that there's something different between Rob and me.. 
that's pretty much true. And if it bugs you that much, | don't see a reason why | shouldn't tell you the truth. 


| hope you also accept it as proof of how much we trust you." 


"We trust you'? Oh, very interesting. It's we’ now. So what is going on?" 


Glenn took a deep breath and let a few seconds pass for effect. 
"We.. fuck" 


The two words were like two heavy stones dropping into water with a hollow splashing sound. The circular 


waves they caused had almost reached the shore when Glenn conceded with a smirk, "Sometimes." 
"You do what?" KK recovered from his state of paralysis after a few more seconds of absolute silence. 
The older man took a deep breath and stretched his long, lean legs out in front of him. 


"You know, sometimes it gets pretty lonely for Rob when we're on the road. It's not as easy for him as it is 


for us to find some company, if you know what | mean." 
"So you've become gay now, all of a sudden?" KK frowned. 


"Nah, it's not something that you become. | simply found out that it doesn't make much of a difference to me 


whether l'm with a woman or a man when | want to get off" 
The pestering feeling of inferiority mixed with KK's blatant stupefaction It was definitely intensified by the 
calm and utterly self-confident tone in which his bandmate confessed all these incredible facts. Why did Glenn 


always have to outdo him in everything? 

But wait.. outdo him in wha? 

‘Its not a big deal. We're just having fun every so often. Quite a lot of fun, actually. We're not a couple or 
anything, don't worry. We just hep each other ouf, that's all. So you can put your mind at rest. Its got 
absolutely nothing to do with you." 

KK wasn't quite done fuming at Glenn's patronizing smile when the older man added, “Unless.” 

Unless’? Unless what? Why does he always have to have me on toast? 

Glenn's eyes roamed up and down KK's lithe body. The blond couldn't - or didn't want to - make sense of it. 


"you want To join in" 


Incredulous sky blue eyes stared into hypnotic caramel brown ones for a number of heartbeats until suddenly 


the door swung open and bassist lan Hill entered the room. 
"Oh, pardon me, mates! Didn't know you were still here." 


"Never mind, lan," Glenn replied. He got up and headed towards the door. Before he left, he turned around and 


added with an enticing side-glance at KK, "I think we've already managed to come to an agreement.” 


* 


KK cursed, sat up and swung his lean legs out of the bed. He had been tossing and turning for hours, unable to 
fall asleep. None of them had got lucky with the women at the beach bar that night, and when they had 
returned to their rented house, Rob had already been back from his unsuccessful excursion to the gay club, 


reading a book in the living room. 


So everybody had called it a night after a last case of beer and a little bit of confabulation KK wished he could 
clear his mind, but the images kept returning like a TV commercial. Glenn and Rob sitting side by side on the 
couch, thighs constantly touching. Rob's fingers brushing over Glenn's when he handed him a beer bottle. Their 
wordless communication when they had left the room: Rob raising his eyebrow questioningly, Glenn subtly 
nodding at him with those hungry eyes. 


Why did it bother him that they fucked? He had never cared about the fact that Rob was gay. So Glenn 
swung both ways - so what? He didn't care about the women Glenn scored with, why should he care if his 


guitar twin had sex with one man.. allegedly? 


It didn't make sense. But his mind obviously didn't give a shit about the concept of "sense" and kept teasing him 


with mental images. 
He had even tried to eavesdrop - in vain. He ought to be ashamed but he wasn't. Curiosity ate him up. 


‘Join in" - what did Glenn mean? Take turns on Rob to provide him some ‘variety’? What exactly did they do? 


Did Glenn even.. 


KK just couldn't stop ruminating. And the more he ruminated, the more the writing on the imaginary labels of 


"straight" and "gay" seemed to fade. 
What didn't fade, though, was the tingling he felt in his pelvic region 


"You dont know what its like" - the line from their biggest hit came to his mind, albeit in a totally different 


context. 


Carefully trying not to make a sound, he opened his door and walked down the corridor to Rob's bedroom 


where he expected to find not only Rob. Low voices from inside the room proved that he was right. 


Later he couldn't remember whether he had knocked on the door or just opened it, but what he could 
remember was the sardonic grin on Glenn's face when their eyes met. 


The guitarist and the singer were in bed, the former propped up on one elbow, the latter sitting upright, 
smoking a cigarette. The two of them didn't seem to be surprised about his middle of the night visit. Glenn 


exchanged a glance with Rob that obviously meant, "Told yal". 


The curtains of the open window weren't drawn and the room was illuminated by the light of the full moon 
The two men were presumably naked, the white sheets loosely pulled up to their waists. Their upper bodies 
shone faintly from drying sweat. The brief thought that he was about fifteen minutes too late crossed KK's 


mind. 


Rob's eyes were as friendly and gentle as always off stage, and he smiled and nodded at the petite man in the 


door frame invitingly while he butted his cigarette out in the ashtray on the nightstand. 


KK didn't feel his feet moving, it was as if he was drawn towards Rob's side of the bed by a magnetic tractor 
beam. The short-haired singer scooted over a little, signaling KK to get into the middle of the bed between 
them. He hesitated and stared at his bandmates for a moment, still so uncertain as to whether he should 
cross that line or not. Then he slipped his fingers under the hem of his plain white T-shirt and took it off, 
earning an even broader smile from Rob and a smirk from Glenn. A little clumsily, he climbed over Rob, then 


leaned back. His eyes moved back and forth between the two men 


Their nearly telepathic communication continued as Glenn raised an eyebrow looking at Rob, signaling the singer 
that it was up to him to make the first move. 


Rob shifted a little and let his fingers trail up KK's arm, then he looked him in the eye with a hint of 


insecurity, as if he still needed KK's confirmation that he wasn't asking too much from him. 


KK let out the breath he'd been holding and closed his eyes as an answer. His heart pounded in his ears. What 
he felt was comparable to the nervous reaction when the security bars of the roller coaster cart have been 
lowered. You know that you're about to experience a thrill, but you just can't shake the fear that something 


dangerous could happen as well. 


He felt Rob's warm palm slowly move over his chest in circles. The sheets rustled a little, and when he opened 
his eyes again, Rob's face was right in front of him, an almost bashful smile playing around the corners of his 
mouth. But at the same time he radiated eager anticipation KK felt his temperature rise and his heart beat 
like a bass drum when Rob leaned forward and their lips touched. A stifled moan to his left indicated that 


Glenn was obviously enjoying what was happening right in front of him. 


The kissing quickly became more passionate, and when KK cupped the back of Rob's head with his right hand, 
both men opened their mouths at the same time. The sensation of their tongues touching for the first time 
made KK dizzy for a moment. When his senses came back to life, he realized that it wasn't physically possible 


that the hand rubbing up and down his left thigh was Rob's. 
Glenn was touching him. 


Holy shit! 


Have | got something wrong here? 


| thought this was about Glenn and Rob, and me and Rob, 
His conscious train of thought was suddenly interrupted when he felt something soft and wet circling his nipple. 


Rob broke the kiss and let KK inspect what was going on. He looked down and observed not only his co- 
guitarists lips lower onto his chest, but a little further down his own cock twitch appreciatively in his briefs. 


Rob had obviously noticed this reaction as well and slowly moved his hand to stroke KK through the fabric. A 
tidal wave of arousal knocked down every barricade of inhibition and doubt that had been left in KK's mind. 


"Oh, fuck yes!" 
He hardly recognized his own voice. That lascivious groan, that was him? 


His bandmates took it as a signal to proceed. He gasped for breath when Glenn started sucking on his nipple and 
Rob pulled down the elastic of his briefs and wrapped his hand around KK's growing erection 


There they were, after all these years of being in a band together, unveiling what had probably always been 
there, what had subconsciously made its way into their music, but what they had never dared to live out 


before. 


The tingling of the cool air on his nipple blended into the overwhelming feeling of the hotness of Rob's tongue 
suddenly licking around the tip of his cock. 


Not a word was spoken, if you didn't count a quietly moaned, "Oh my god." every once in a while. Their hands 
and mouths asked the questions, and his body answered them. Although KK's heart still raced, all he wanted 


was to surrender to this newly discovered sexual pleasure. 


Glenn placed soft kisses on KK's chest, up to his collarbone and finally on his neck, where he started sucking on 
the skin again. KK let his head fall back onto the pillow to give his bandmate better access, and tried to push 
all worries about hickeys aside. There were no concerts or photo shoots on their schedule for the rest of the 


month, so he didn't have to bother. 


Calloused fingers pinched his other nipple gently and added to the sparks of electricity that were caused by 
the expert treatment that Rob was giving to his dick. The singer was kneeling between his spread legs, one 
hand wrapped firmly around the base of KK's cock, the fingers of the other stroking his balls. He licked the 
velvety skin from root to tip once again before taking the full length into his mouth. Without further ado, Rob 
started sucking KK off. 


Glenn let go of KK's neck and whispered into his ear, "He's great, isn't he?" 


Something pressed against the side of KK's thigh, and after a quick check KK knew that it wasn't Rob's hand. 


Glenn humped KK's leg and continued to pleasure his neck and chest with his mouth and his hands. 


KK knew he wouldn't last long with this overload of sensations. 


Suddenly he felt the urge to end his state of passiveness and cupped both of his friends' heads in his hands. 
When Glenn looked up at him, he pulled him towards his face without a conscious thought and pressed their 
lips together. 


Ím kissing Glenn 
Robs blowing me. 


The two sentences kept repeating in his mind like the sound of the wheels of a train. And the train kept gaining 


speed as his orgasm came into sight on the horizon. 
Which led him to another question: 

How far are they gonna go? 

Or rather: 

How far are WE gonna go? 


Until a few hours ago, KK had considered himself an undoubtedly straight man, but had he been deluding 
himself? Hadn't he always wanted this, hadn't it been sleeping inside of him? Didn't his constant rivalry with 


Glenn arouse him more than it annoyed him? 


The rivalry was always there, even now when he suddenly felt Glenn's tongue on his lips and he scolded himself 
for not having been the first to make that move. But his annoyance was soon forgotten when their tongues 


began to twirl around each other in perfect unison 


He felt Glenn's cock twitch against his thigh again, and his own in Rob's mouth. A moment later, the singer let 
go of it and sat up, scooted closer and leaned over KK to align their erections. The sensation of the warm 


velvety skin on his made him gasp, and a bead of precome dribbled onto his belly. 


When they looked each other in the eye again, KK noticed that Rob's face had taken on the expression it had 
on stage. Or.. wasn't it the other way around? So when he was performing and really getting into it, he looked 


like he did when he was having sex? 
How will | ever be able share a stage with these two again..? 


KK startled a little from the smacking sound when Rob spat into his hand before he wrapped it about both 
their cocks and started pumping. Contrary to his smug on-stage persona, Rob performed every one of his 


actions with sensitive caution It almost seemed as if he didn't want to jeopardize the situation. He looked down 


at his two handsome guitarists making out with each other as if he was still trying to figure out if this was a 


dream or reality. 


A gust of wind from the open window brushed over their sweat-covered bodies. KK shivered briefly and 
fought to focus on delaying his climax just a little bit longer. Glenn didn't make it easy though with the way he 
was nibbling at the skin of the smaller man's neck. It was still hard to believe for him that his constant 
competitor had nothing on his mind right now than to pleasure him. KK arched his back when the overwhelming 


realization hit him. 


"You're so beautiful, Ken." Rob whispered under his breath. His eyes roamed over KK's body, then over to 
Glenn's. His lips curled into a smile before he quickened the pace of his right hand. 


Slowly KK wriggled his left arm out from behind Glenn and reached down on his side, probing warily before 
forming a warm, tight tunnel around Glenn's cock with his hand to close the circuit between the three of 
them. Glenn moaned in response and buried his nose deep in the crook of KK's neck as he began to thrust 


quickly. KK felt his hot breath against the sweat-covered skin beneath his ear, and it added another log to the 


fire of his burning arousal. 

Although he was barely able to think clearly, he decided to lift his head and look down to keep a visual memory 
of this moment, of the carnal version of their routines on stage. Cocks instead of guitar necks, but the 
composition was the same. 

Not surprisingly, the added visual kicked him over the edge. With a mere grunt he surrendered to his orgasm. 
As if Rob and Glenn had just waited for their cue, or maybe spawned by the image of their handsome 
platinum blond bandmate coming all over his belly and Rob's hand, they both reached their climax at the same 
time, adding to the pool of come on KK's body. 

All three panted for air as they indulged in the afterglow of their orgasms, overpowered by the intensity of 
the sensation. The bright full moon shone directly through the window now, casting its beam onto them like a 
spotlight. Rob slumped down unceremoniously next to KK, dipped his finger into the puddle of semen and licked 
it off with a naughty grin. 

"You could have had that years ago, you know..." 


"| might be a little slow on the uptake sometimes,” KK conceded with a smirk 


Glenn had somehow produced a towel from beside the bed and handed it to KK to wipe off the sticky mess. 
After he cleaned himself up, KK got up, grabbed his shirt and padded towards the door on wobbly legs. 


"You okay?" Glenn inquired softly. 


KK turned around and nodded with a smile. 


They let him leave without saying anything else, knowing that he needed some time to process what had just 


happened. 


When KK crawled back into his own bed and drifted off to sleep, he knew this definitely wasn't the last time 
the three of them would be "united" in this special kind of way. 


